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WHEN  parents  come  to  visit  students  they  may,  in  Hotel  Somerset, 
enjoy  the  advantat^es  of  residence  in  one  of  Chicago's  hnest  hotels 
and  yet  be  w  ithin  a  short  ride  of  the  University,  by  elevated  or  sur- 
face cars.  Kitchenette  apartments,  or  rooms  w  ithout  kitchenette, 
inckuhng  both  tub  and  shower  bath  may  be  had  at  moderate  rates. 


Informal  Dances 

The-  fall  and  winter  program  inckidi's  informal 
dancing  in  the  lobby,  a  unique  feature  in  Chi- 
cago hotel  life,  every  Thursday  evening,  after 
8  :30  o'clock. 


The  Restaurant 

Sunday  e\ening  tea  in  the  Somerset's  moderate- 
price  restaurant  (entrance  through  the  lobby, 
or  from  Argyle  Street)  is  a  popular  function 
among  North  Shore  residents. 


The  Solarium 


Upon    the   top  floor  is  a  solarium,    available  at  very  moderate  cost  for 
large   or  small   parties,  banquets  or  other  functions,  afternoons  or  nights. 


S.  W.  GERSTNER,  Manager 

(FormiTly  of  Kreiicli  l.i.:k  ^■pnnci  Hutell 


Sheridan  Road  at  Argyle 
CHICAGO 


Telephone 

Sunnyside  7000 


GROSSMAN'S 


"Wnere  Good 
Snoes    Are    Sold 
For  Less 


REMARKABLE  SALE 

of  ^'NEW  JAZZ" 

Fall  ana  W  inter 

OXFORDS 

FOR  WOMEN 

at  Syl  .85 

CANNOT  BE  DUPLICATED  FOR  LESS  THAN  $8  TO  $10 


Now  SEVEN  Grossman  s  Famous    V  alue-Giving'  Stores 

Main  Store— RANDOLPH  AND  STATE  STS. 


4(il4   SHERIDAN    ROAD    (Near  Wilson   Ave.) 

(U9  WEST  NORTH  AVE.   (Corner   Frontier) 

32.->2  LINCOLN    AVE.    (Near    School    Street) 


33.53  ROOSEVELT  RI).  (Near  Homan  Ave.) 
6307  S.  HALSTED  ST.  (Near  63rd  Street) 
1240  MILWAUKEE  AVE.  (Nr.  Ashland  Ave.) 
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MacFarland  Ehmen  Co. 

WEAR  SHOP 


University  men  find  this 
store  headquarters  for 
everything  the  student 
needs  to  wear. 

You  will  find  here  only 
the  best  in  quality  and  at 
the  lowest  prices  such 
merchandise  can  be  sold. 

W^e  "Recommend 

KNOX  HATS  EXCELLO  SHIRTS 

DENT  GLOVES  LUXITE  HOSIERY 

HART  SCHAFFNER  &  MARX  CLOTHES 


Church  and  Sherman  Streets 

Opposite     Postoffice 
TELEPHONE  4308 


Open  Tuesday,   Thursday  and  Saturday  Evenings 
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SO  HELP  ME  REGISTER 


B\  Fritz  Blocki 


IT  WAS  the  night  of  nights  before  the  day  of 
days.  And  that  day  of  days  was  the  author 
of  a  chain  of  almost  untellable  horror  and 
the  instigator  of  deeds  of  which  sort,  I,  in  my 
quiet,  unassuming  nature,  had  never  dreamed 
ever  being  the  perpetrator  of.  It  would  make 
my  grandmother  blush  to  merely  think  on  it,  and 
then  on  me.    But  to  the  recounting. 

My  parents  had  again  broken  out  in  one  of 
their  perennial  fall  decisions.  Much  as  the  trees 
in  autumn  strip  of  their  foliage  and  lay  bare  their 
knotty  secrets,  just  so  the  signers  of  my  monthly 
allowance  let  fall  the  statement  that  once  again 
I  must  needs  hie  forth  my  lowly  frame  to  an 
institution  of  classes  and  professors,  not  neces- 
sarily of  learning.  And  once  more  with  a  mighty 
shrug  of  my  shoulders  atop  my  already  overedu- 
cated  and  battered  frame,  I  hied  me  forth  to  my 
sometime  Alma  Mater,  perhaps,  on  that  night  of 
nights  before  that  day  of  days  so  as  to  be  in  as 
perfect  physical  condition  as  possible,  for  the 
next  day  was  the  horror  of  horrors  of  college 
life.  Worse  than  being  manhandled  on  the  foot- 
ball field,  worse  than  being  kidnapped,  bound  and 
gagged  on  "Proc"  night,  tomorrow  was  the  be- 
ginning of  the  worst  of  all,  the  consummation  of 
all  the  fiendish  machinations  of  Mephistopheles 
himself,  the  day  of  registration. 

I  betook  myself  from  my  billowy  couch  at  the 
hour  of  dawn,  nay,  even  before  said  dawn,  for 
did  not  I,  myself,  call  Aurora  Borealis  from  her 
starry  pasture  and  bid  her  hasten  to  dress  the 
heavens  in  splendor  so  that  I  might  the  more 
easily  pick  my  circuitous  passage  among  the  many 
pitfalls  of  the  tortuous  campus  and  mayhap  even 


head  the  line.  But  alas  for  such  folly  to  run  the 
course  of  my  shallow  brain.  When  I  arrived,  I 
found  that  my  toil  was  already  toiled  in  vain,  for 
the  line  was  already  beheaded  by  several  scores 
of  heads  and  the  zero  hour  was  not  yet ! 

Almost  anytime  after  the  appointed  time,  came 
leisurely  tripping  over  the  worm  bejewelled 
sward,  the  erroneously  designated  "assistants" 
thus  humorously  dubbed  by  one  of  the  faculty 
ingredients  in  an  hour  of  mirth,  the  beguilers  of 
one's  name,  the  bribers  of  pleas  and  cries,  the 
disciples  of  the  devil  himself. 

My  name  began  with  zq ;  so  my  card  was  to  be 
found  in  one  of  the  innermost  recesses  of  that 
noble  dolmen  of  blushing  Irish  confetti,  Fisk 
Hall.  I  took  myself  there  and  the  inquisition 
was  on. 

Finally  the  hours  passed  and  I  found  myself 
vailantly  out-Sampsoning  Sampson,  and  Delilah, 
too,  perhaps,  in  mauling,  pushing,  and  tramping 
underfoot  my  worthy  companions,  male,  female, 
and  co-eds,  also  heroically  sacrificing  their  lives 
in  the  noble  etifort  to  get  their  cards.  But  I  had 
the  advantage  over  most  of  them,  for  my  feet 
were  bigger  than  the  rest,  and  I  held  my  ground 
more  firmly. 

As  the  hero  of  innummerable  battles  in 
that  Black  Hole  of  Fiskhalla,  I  finally  found  my- 
self on  the  very  platform  on  which  the  magic 
box  was  located,  the  box  with  out  names  therein, 
the  key  to  registration !  In  there  lay  hidden  the 
diamond  of  my  education  tiara,  my  registra- 
tion slip !  I  panted  with  joy  and  puppy-ed  forth 
a  squeal  of  delight  only  very  shortly  after  to  be 
ordered,  with  hundreds  of  other  similar  martyrs. 
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out  into  the  hall  again,  a  retreat  after  storming 
the  rampart !  Curses !  It  was  ignominiously 
ignominious  and  I  objectingly  objected  with  full 
octogenarian  fervor. 

But  the  jammer  of  ceremonies  was  obdurate 
and  stated  that  the  expedition  would  be  expedited 
if  we  again  lined  up  in  more  disorder  than  before. 
Compliance  was  the  only  alternative,  so  I  picked 
my  way  back 
over  the  intellec- 
tual battlefield, 
past  angered 
groups  of 
knowledge 
crazed  students, 
over  piles  of 
buttons,  shoes, 
torn  coats, 
waists,  and 
dresses,  all  inno- 
cent victims  of 
this  massacre  of 
higher  learning, 
past  all  this  and 
back  into  the 
hall  whence  I 
originally  origi- 
nated. It  looked 
much  the  same 
but  had  visibly 
aged  since  my 
first  arrival.  The 
pictures  seemed 
more  out  of  date 
than  ever,  and 
the  walls  were  a 
b  i  t  mildewed. 
How  time  had 
flowp  while  I 
was  milling 

about   in  the  hu-     —Drawn  by  K.  Buehr 

man  maelstrom !  ^  picked  my  zvay  back  over 

When  the  head  gummer  of  works  had  force- 
fully dejected  us  behind  the  firing  line  into  the 
aforementioned  hallway,  instead  of  assuming  a 
similar  position  himself  as  he  had  promised  to  do, 
with  the  cunningness  of  a  freshman  sneaking 
out  without  his  green  cap  and  the  twinkle  of  a 
teddybear  on  a  department  store  counter,  he  slyly 
slid  the   slatternly   portal    shut   and   exulted    in 


imbecillic  glee  at  his  masterstroke  of  diplomacy, 
for  now  the  room  was  only  normally  crowded. 
Instead  of  almost  oozing  humanity  from  out  the 
keyhole  in  the  terrible  crush,  instead  of  the  con- 
stant dropping  of  orphaned  coat  and  dress  but- 
tons, and  the  tearing  of  too  weak  garments,  now 
the  knowledge-nervous  neophytes  were  merely 
bending  out  the   walls   in   their   copiousness   of 

extra  room. 

Accordingly  I 
thoroughly  and 
correctly  o  u  t  - 
cussed  my  entire 
supply  of  cuss- 
edness.  I  paint- 
ed  the  dirty 
glass  on  the 
door  a  new  color 
with  my  choice 
language  v  i  b  - 
rant  with  new 
life  and  expres- 
s  i  o  n  ,  and  I 
thought  away 
the  ages  as  I 
stood  in  line, 
dreaming  away 
heavenly  hallu- 
cinations of  the 
fortunate  fel- 
lows wielding 
the  picturesque 
pick  and  shovel 
or  monarchially 
enthroned  on  a 
municipal  .  offal 
carriage,  a  re- 
fuse chariot 
drawn  by  two 
spirited  plugs. 
How  I  envied 
them  as  I 
the  intellectual  battlefield  statuesqued    the 

time  and  out-posed  Audrey  Munson,  the 
"world's  most  famous  model"  (by  her  own 
admission) .  I  actually  pitied  the  poor  artists  who 
were  deprived  of  this  wonderful  study  of  still 
life  being  so  dramatically  portrayed  by  hundreds 
of  the  innocent  victims  of  knowledge  factories 
and  book  consumers. 
And  then,  suddenly,  I  was  rudely  startled,  over- 
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come  with  a  nauseating  horror,  a  sickening  real- 
ization. There,  actually  next  to  me,  occupying 
space  next  to  my  petrified  rag  and  a  yank  of  tie 
was  a  colleague  of  mine  who  had  but  recently 
been  fighting  next  to  me  Out  There  on  No  Man's 
Floor,  and  who  also  had  been  shot  to  Blighty 
with  me  when  the  door  was  closed  and  we  found 
ourselves  in  the  hinterland  of  hallway.  But  now, 
here  he  was  next  to  me  zvith  his  slip,  fiendishly 
showing  me  a  bit  at  a  time,  much  as  one  teases  a 
kitten  with  a  ball  on  a  string. 

But  this  was  too  much  for.  anyone  to  stand. 
I  turned  out  to  be  a  lion.  I  gnashed  my  two  teeth 
together  and  sprang  mightily  upon  him — and  I 


turned  my  cap  around,  broke  a  club  from  a  nearby 
tree,  filled  my  pockets  with  rocks  and  approached 
the  window  of  the  Chamber  of  Horrors  where  I 
could  hear  the  poor  egg  wading  thru  the  list  of 
hundreds  of  names,  mispronouncing  every  one  so 
as  to  make  the  fun  last  the  longer  and  to  fool  the 
people.  He  is  destined  to  be  one  of  the  world's 
greatest  humorists,  the  kind  whose,  humor  must 
be  seen  to  be  depreciated. 

Utilizing  my  former  night  school  experience  in 
second  story  work,  I  lightly  leaped  the  window 
ledge  and  benignly  bounded  on  the  bottom  with 
a  bang.  I  then  presented  myself  before  the 
"assistant"  with  my  club,  a  handful  of  nature's 


/  had  ordered  a  bed  made  up  and  my  mail  delivered 


missed  him,  decorating  the  floor  in  a  most  un- 
glorified  heap.  He  picked  me  up,  and  finally 
brought  me  'round  again.  Then,  perhaps  out  of 
pity  for  my  remains,  he  told  me  the  secret  of 
his  success.  The  stars  gleamed  brightly  when 
I  knew. 

I  bounded  lightly  down  the  hallway  much  as  a 
gentle  yearling  fawn  in  a  game  of  drop-the- 
handkerchief.  After  reaching  the  corner  of  the 
aforesaid  edifice  and  stealthily  surveying  the 
horizon  to  prevent  any  discovery,  I  slipped  a 
handkerchief  over  the  lower  half  of  my  face. 


own  hand  grenades,  the  handkerchief  over  my 
face,  and  demanded  my  card  forthwith  on  penalty 
of  some  very  rough  headwork  for  my  part  on  his. 
This  facilitated  matters  somewhat,  and  the  card 
in  question  was  finally  found  before  any  national 
holiday  had  had  the  time  to  come  to  pass. 

I  tore  up  the  path  for  University  Hall,  which, 
since  my  arrival  for  registration,  I  was  startled 
to  find  had  been  remodelled  and  enlarged.  Truly, 
how  the  world  had  changed  since  my  voluntary 
injameration ! 

Continued  on  Page  15 
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Raven-ing 

Once  upon  an  evening  eerie, 
I  was  feeling  kind  of  cheery, 

With  my  arm  about  my  dearie, 
as  I  drove  my  Simplex  Six. 
And  I  pondered  full  of  rapture, 
How  her  heart  I'd  try  to  capture. 
Now  I  know  I  was  a  sap  sure, 
in  such  fool  affairs  to  mix. 
If  I  had  my  brains  about  me, 
I'd  not  be  in  such  a  fix. 

Then  I  told  her  I  did  love  her, 
That  I  thought  the  world  just  of  her, 
And  that  there  was  none  above  her, 
no  one  else  I  did  adore. 
Though  I  really  had  just  met  her, 
This,  I  said,  I  should  know  better, 

When  she  asked  to  drive,  I  let  her, 

though  she  never  drove  before. 
When  the  traffic  cop  did  pinch  us, 
I  did  vow  then, 
Never  more! 

Somebody  Stabbed  a  Forvi^ard  Pass,  Too 

She  :     What's  the  team  leaving  the  field  for? 
It :     It's  the  end  of  the  half. 
She :     Well,  I'm  not  surprised.    It's  a  wonder 
they  haven't  killed  someone  before  this. 

Swab  the  Deck 

The  boy  stood  on  the  burning  deck. 
And  murmured  to  himself,  "By  heck," 
His  Pa  would  lick  him  when  he  learned. 
That  his  new  poker  deck  was  burned. 


Ed:     There  are  two  periods  in  a  woman's  life  a 
man  cannot  understand. 

Co-ed:     Really;  what  are  they? 
Ed:     Before  and  after  marriage! 


They  sat  alone  in  the  moonlight 
And  she  soothed  his  troubled  brow : 

"Dearest,  I  know  that  my  life  has  been  fast, 
But  I'm  on  my  last  lap  now." 

Women  are  like  automobiles.  Some  are 
chummy  roadsters — and  some  are  merely  run- 
abouts. 
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"Skirts"  we  call 
Our  "wimmin"  true. 

If  styles  keep  up, 
That  name  won't  do. 


Abbrev.  Limericks 

A  speedy  young  fellow  of  Me., 
Was  racing  one  day  with  a  tre. ; 
He  got  to  the  track, 
And  stopped  to  look  back — • 
And  now  he  walks  out  with  a  ce. 

A  canny  old  Scotsman  from  Ark., 
Made  a  journey  to  Lincoln  Park; 

An  Australian  echidna. 

But  he  said  that  it  didna 
Match  what  he  got  drunk  on  a  lark. 
— Jan  Novik. 

Which  Is  Which? 

There  are  two  kinds  of  respectability;  some 
people  wear  a  stiff  collar,  no  matter  how  dirty  it 
may  get,  and  others  wear  a  clean  collar,  no  mat- 
ter how  old  it  may  he. 

'Twould  Be  a  Pleasure 
Professor  to  Upper  Classman  from  Eastern 

School:     "Either  get  the  lessons  or  I'll  throw 

you  out  of  class." 

Upper  Classman :     "Go  ahead.     I  have  been 

thrown  out  of  better  classes  than  this  one." 


Our  idea  of  wasted  effort  is  for  a  girl  with  a  short 
skirt  on  to  powder  her  nose. 


A  CO-ED'S  WORK  IS  NEVER  DONE! 


aJU^.-)--^  — 


Sig:  Do  you  let  your  fraternity  brothers  drive 
your  car? 

Chi:  Yes,  then  it  is  so  easy  to  blame  any  stray 
hairpins  on  them. 


Well? 

Words  are  vehicles  of  thought,  they  say. 
prof,  says  I  use  wheelbarroivs. 


They  say 

College  bred 

Means  a 

Four-year  loaf 

Anyhow 

You  need  the  dough 

And  you  have  to 

Raise  it 

And  some  college  bred 

Folks  I  know 

Have  a  lot  of 

Crust 

And  others  are 

Half-baked 

And  some  are 

Dough-nuts 

And  there  are  some 

Sweet  cookies 

But  you  must  admit 

That  the  college  man 

Takes  the  cake 

And  that  he 

Brings  home  the  bacon. 

— Jan  Novik. 
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WELCOME,  1925 


With  this  issue,  the  Purple  Parrot  starts  on 
its  first  full  year  of  publication,  there  being  only 
two  numbers  in  volume  one.  The  Parrot  is  in 
its  infancy  and  much  must  be  done  before  it  can 
ask  for  a  place  along  side  of  other  college  maga- 
zines of  old  standing.  However,  we  do  not  feel 
that  this  will  take  long;  and  it  will  not  if  all  the 
student  body  is  willing  to  help  feed  and  support 
"Polly." 

In  school,  as  in  the  world  at  large,  there  are 
many  different  kinds  of  people,  who  have  varying 
tastes.  We  hope  some  day  that  Northwestern 
will  have  two  or  three  magazines,  as  some  schools 
do  have — each  one  devoted  wholly  to  literature, 
humor,  poetry  or  some  other  branch.  But,  for 
the  present,  the  Purple  Parrot  will  try  to  supply 
all  these  needs ;  as  it  were,  run  the  gamut  from 
the  sublime  to  the  ridiculous. 

In  the  masthead  will  be  found  the  names  of 
those  who  have  done  the  most  towards  getting 
out  this  issue.  We  are  sorry  we  could  not  in- 
clude everybody,  but  space  does  not  permit.  Due 
to  the  system  that  is  being  followed  this  year,  it 
was  not  possible  to  announce  a  permanent  staff 
in  this  issue. 

The  Purple  Parrot  was  not  in  existence 
long  enough  last  year  so  that  a  permanent  organi- 
zation could  be  built  up.  That  is  being  done  now 
by  testing  all  candidates  for  staff  positions. 
Previous  experience  is  not  necessary  although 
desirable.  Those  showing  the  most  aptitude  will 
be  chosen  to  make  up  the  staff.  Therefore,  for 
this  year,  the  freshmen  have  an  equal  chance  with 
the  upperclassmen,  but  after  the  organization  is 
once  formed  new  candidates  will  have  to  start  at 
the  bottom  and  work  up.  There  is  still  a  short 
time  for  any  who  wish  to  come  out  to  make 
application. 

It  is  hoped  to  make  this  an  all-university  pub- 
lication by  having  both  editorial  and  business 
representatives  in  each  school,  who  will  handle 
contributions  and  distribution  in  their  own 
departments. 

It  has  always  been  said  that  the  students  of 
Northwestern  support  their  teams  to  the  end, 
whether  they  are  winning  or  losing.  We  were 
glad  to  see  that  we  lived  up  to  our  reputation  at 
the  Chicago  game.  We  may  not  have  won  the 
game,  but  we  demonstrated  to  15,000  Chicago 
citizens  (not  students  of  Chicago  U.)  that 
"Northwestern  Fights." 

Let's  keep  it  up. 


It  is  with  great  interest  that  we  view  the  fresh- 
man class  each  year  to  see  if  the  girls  are  better 
than  last  year's  crop,  or  if  the  men  have  a  good 
quantity  and  quality  of  athletic  material  among 
their  numbers.  But  more  than  this  we  are 
anxious  to  see  how  the  class  as  a  whole  will  fit 
into  our  college  life  and  if  it  is  a  class  that  will 
stand  out  in  Northwestern  history  as  a  strong 
class  that  does  things ;  or  as  the  other  kind.  We 
hope  the  victory  of  this  year's  frosh  on  "Proc 
Night"  is  a  good  sign. 

The  Purple  Parrot  takes  this  opportunity  of 
welcoming  the  class  of  '25.  May  we  become  good 
friends.  We  hope  we  can  soon  place  the  names 
of  some  of  your  members  on  our  masthead,  one 
of  whom  will  be  "Polly's"  editor  four  years 
from  now. 

;(t  ^  i}i  ^  i|; 

A  Toast  to  All  New  Students 

Here's  to  everyone  of  you. 

No  matter  where  you're  from — 

May  the  best  day  you've  ever  seen 
Be  worse  than  the  worst  to  come. 


TWO  SIDES  OF  THE  FENCE 

The  life  of  an  editor  is  a  dizzy  one.  He 
promises  anybody  anything  and  then  he  cheerfully 
accepts  contributions  which  he  knows  will  never 
be  thrilled  by  the  touch  of  a  linotype  operator's 
fingers.  He  uses  copy  that  is  just  as  bad,  if  not 
worse,  than  that  he  rejected.  The  day  the  maga- 
zine comes  out  the  editor  goes  in — into  seclusion. 
When  the  worst  is  over  he  comes  forth.  Sooth- 
ingly he  gushes  forth  apologies  like  an  oil  well, 
promises  changes  in  policy  and  assures  every  dis- 
appointed contrib  that  his  clever  stuff  will  be  sure 
to  get  in  next  time  because  only  lack  of  space, 
etc.,  etc.  Everybody  is  satisfied.  Then  he  gets 
out  the  next  issue  in  the  same  old-fashioned  way. 

BUT— • 

The  life  of  a  contrib  is  just  as  merry  a  one. 
He  has  promised  the  ed  a  page  of  bunk  though 
his  stuff  has  never  even  been  used  as  filler.  The 
dead  line  is  near.  Math  B4,  French  AA,  and 
Chem.  B2  are  calling — faintly,  of  course.  He  is 
sure  this  effort  will  but  litter  up  the  scrap  basket 
like  its  predecessors.  But  that  night,  after  he  has 
taken  in  a  show  and  taken  on  some  pie  and  coffee, 
he  dusts  off  the  mill,  inserts  the  copy  paper  and — 
decV.es  the  best  place  for  him  is  in  bed. 

That's  zvhy  zve  had  to  write  this! 
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FOR    THE    SERIOUS    MINDED 


Dampness 

/  long  for  rainy  days — 

Great  blankets  of  mist 
Veiling  the  woodland  ways 

With  a  charm  too  great  to  resist. 

Descending  showers  of  drops 
Tattooing  the  earth  below, 

Bright  thoughts  bring,  not  of  shops 
But  the  fireside  with  its  glow. 

—E.  C.  T. 


Fall 

Like  fields  of  wind-tossed  buckwheat-bloom 

The  tall,  wild  asters  grow ; 
And  fragrant  with  a  faint  perfume 

Their  ragged  fringes  blow. 

The  sprays  of  feathered  summer  grass, 
Have  turned  from  green  to  dun : 

There  are  no  final  winds  to  pass 
Wild  asters  in  the  sun. 

— Sarah. 


Melancholy 

You  should  this  moment  be 
Here,  for  I  have  need  of  thee! 
Melancholy  with  its  gloom 
Has  marked  me  for  an  early  doom. 
Yet,  by  some  unknown  zvay, 
I  may  converse  with  you  today. 

—E.  C.  T. 


So  It  Is! 

He  sits  at  his  desk 

Snapping  out  sharp,  crisp  words ; 

Quick  questions  dart  from  his  lips. 

Quicker  retorts   follow — 

Cold,  black  eyes  pierce  the  very  atmosphere. 

We  listen. 

It  is  better  than  not  to  listen. 

— Lim. 


The  Window 

Nature's  secret  thoughts — the  flowers 
That  grow  by  the  garden  walks. 
The  murmuring  fountain  that  talks 
In  language  of  beauty  all  its  own, 
Tall  trees  holding  their  leaf-laden  arms 
To  the  warm  breeze,  the  tiny  charms 
Of  the  gilded  butterfly,  its  lustrous  tone 
Blending  with  the  scene,  the  swallows 
Across  the  horizon  gliding — 
All  these  things  I  see  from  my  window  wide. 
But  my  old,  gray  cat,  how  hapless  he; 
Asleep  on  the  sill,  no  cares  deride, 
Yet,  I'd  rather  a  person  be 
And  watch  the  scene  from  my  window  wide. 
— Ella  Celeste  Teagite. 

This  Wicked  World 

I  cannot  play, 

I  never  wrote ; 
I  cannot  even 

Sing  a  note. 

I  make  no  claim 

To  any  fame ; 
Not  many  people 

Know  my  name. 

But  at  a  glance. 

Fate  looked  askance 
When  I  was  born. 

And  said,  "You  dance !"  ^ 

— Cinderella. 

The  Lake 

Green — pale  green, 

To  the  edge  of  the  thunder-blue  sky. 

Dazzling, 

Broken  with  rifts  of  mauve  and  safifron 

shadows. 
Languidly, 

The  waves  curl  along  the  beach, 
Crusted  with  white  spume  feathers. 

A  white  bird  beats  through  the  air. 
Did  it  rise  from  the  glittering  waves, 
Or  drop  from  the  sky. 
Unheeded  ?  — Sarah. 
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ALL  THE  WORLD  IS  A  STAGE 


B\  Ella  Celeste  Teague,  '24 


TO  RONALD,  as  he  sat  in  the  window 
looking  out  upon  the  college  campus, 
the  world  seemed  an  important  place  in 
which  to  live,  and  he  the  most  significant  of  all 
its  inhabitants.  This  egotism  was  due  to  the  fact 
that  his  father  had  just  placed  in  him  a  great 
trust,  that  of  the  care  of  his  sister,  who,  because 
of  her  beauty  and  winning  personality,  the  solicit- 
ous parent  feared  an  early  marriage  and  he  did 
not  wish  this  most  loved  child  to  assume  the  re- 
sponsibilities of  life  at  her  immature  age. 
Through  the  medium  of  long,  impressive  letters. 
Mr.  Page  cautioned  his  son  to  watch  over 
Jacqueline,  and  when  vacation  time  should  come, 
to  chaperon  her  on  every  occasion.  Blisiness  in- 
terests were  calling  him  tg  South  America ;  "now 
my  son,"  he  wrote,  "remember  that  Jacqueline  is 
the  dearest  treasure  I  possess ;  she  means  more 
to  me  than  all  my  wealth,  and  I  am  entrusting 
her  to  your  care." 

Somehow  the  communication  inspired  him  with 
the  sacredness  of  so  worthy  a  trust,  and  his  youth- 
ful breast  swelled  with  pride.  Visions  of  that 
dear,  young,  sweet  face  arose  in  his  mind  and  he 
mentally  swore,  as  did  Hannibal  of  old,  to  defend 
the  object  of  his  endearment.  Should  harm  come 
to  Jacqueline,  his  life  would  be  a  miserable  failure 
— a  dismal  duration  of  utter  dejection  and  use- 
lessness. 

"Always,  father,"  he  was  saying  to  himself, 
when  a  shrill  shout  brought  him  to  the  conscious 
reality  of  his  surroundings. 

It  was  Jack  Deering,  his  college  room-mate, 
and  the  best  pal  he  had  ever  known  besides  his 
father. 

Attired  in  foot-ball  regalia,  his  laughing  face 
upturned  to  the  direction  of  the  window  wherein 
sat  Ronald  enthroned  among  pillows  on  the  sill, 
he  called  cheerily,  "Old  scout,  what  is  the  trouble  ; 
aren't  you  going  to  come  to  the  game  ?  It's  going 
to  be  the  finest  ever." 

"No,  not  this  afternoon.  Jack." 

Jack,  detecting  the  finality  of  the  tone,  went  his 
way  with  a  song  on  his  lips  and  laughter  in  his 
eyes. 

Once  or  twice  Ronald  made  vain  attempts  to 
write  Jacqueline,  but  forebore  at  last  to  mention 


like  affection  of  lunacy,  immediately  betook  him- 
his  father's  counsel,  and  instead,  painted  in 
language  unusual  even  to  himself,  the  anticipation 
of  their  reunion  after  school  and  their  pleasant 
summer  together  at  the  old  home,  their  many 
entertainments  under  the  chaperonage  of  their 
aunt,  the  only  eligible  relation,  and  an  invalid, 
who  could  come  to  their  rescue. 

He  thrilled  at  his  boyish  eloquence  and  felt 
that  his  sister  would  feel  alike  the  impressiveness 
of  his  words  with  which  he  garnished  his 
thoughts.  He  wondered  vaguely  how  Jacqueline 
would  receive  his  gentle  reproofs  should  there  be 
an  occasion  for  them. 

"All  the  world  is  a  stage,"  he  said  to  himself, 
"and  I  shall  play  the  game  in  the  role  of 
protector." 

"Come  in,"  responded  Jack  Deering,  in  hesi- 
tant expectancy,  at  the  imperative  summons  in 
the  nature  of  a  sharp  rap  on  the  door. 

Ronald  opened  it  to  admit  a  very  welcome 
visitor — the  boy  who  delivered  the  mail,  and  was 
rewarded  with  a  package.  It  was  considered 
nothing  short  of  luck  to  receive  a  letter  often,  but 
whenever  a  package  came,  there  was  a  general 
rejoicing  and  frequently  a  sudden  gathering  of 
curious  students  to  view  the  contents. 

"Nothing  for  me,"  groaned  Jack,  with  a  shade 
of  disappointment  darkening  his  handsome  face. 

"Sorry,  old  chap,  just  a  letter  and  a  package 
for  me  from  the  dearest  girl  in  the  world." 

"Well,  what's  the  news?  I  hope  you  didn't 
write  that  you  needed  something,  and  incidentally 
insinuated  that  you  would  like  some — er — deli- 
catessen, like  Jake  Sullivan  does  every  month  or 
so ;  sends  home  the  most  pitiful-like  letters  that 
result  in  boxes  of  good  things  being  sent  him  and 
a  telegram  or  two  for  the  dear  'baby'." 

Petronius'   sarcasm  was    subordinate   to   this. 

"Jake  is  a  mother's  own  darling,  all  right.  As 
for  myself,  I  prefer  men." 

Ronald  apparently  had  not  heard.  His  gaze 
as  well  as  his  thoughts  were  centered  upon  the 
object  of  his  attention.  Rapturously  and  with 
complete  admiration,  he  stood.  Jack,  fearing  a 
sudden  concussion  of  the  brain  or  a  lightening- 

Continued  on  Page  17 
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•GO,  YOU  NORTHWESTERN !"' 


BEFORE  AND  AFTER  TAKING 

Bill  Jones,  a  freshman,  came  to  school, 
He'd  heard  from  all  the  Zets. 

They  met  his  train,  one  dozen  strong, 
And  cornered  all  his  dates. 

They  hauled  him  'round  in  a  limousine, 

To  make  a  big  impression ; 
And  took  him  to  all  kind  of  show. 

And  fixed  his  registration. 

They  crowded  'round  and  talked  about 

How  they  ran  politics  ; 
And  how  the  girls  said  they  were  best 

And  other  guys  were  hicks. 

They  took  him  up  to  tour  the  house, 
But  stayed  below  third  floor, 

Because  up  there  the  furniture 
Was  bought  before  the  war. 

They  got  him  in  a  sound-proof  room, 
And  quickly  locked  the  door ; 

When  he  came  out  they  gave  three  cheers, 
For  they  had  pledged  one  more. 

Now  Billy's  life  has  changed  a  bit. 
Since  he  took  their  little  pin, 

He  rooms  up  where  the  furniture 
Is  old,  and  the  rug's  worn  thin. 

When  he's  not  busy  at  his  lessons, 
On  errands  he's  kept  running. 

But  he  is  lucky  not  to  know 
That  there  is  more  a-coming. 

~N.  F.  R. 


Frosh:     Is  it  possible  to  kiss  a  girl  while  driving 
a  car? 

Senior:     Yes,  if  you  get  co-operation. 


Marcelle:    "He  did  not  tip  his  hat — he  was  just 
trying  to  see  if  he  had  it  on  yet." 


She:     "Oh,  so  you  wear  your  gloves  all  the  time 
to  keep  your  hands  soft?" 
He:    "Yes." 
She:     "And  do  you  sleep  with  your  hat  on?" 


Romance  Languages  at  N.  U. 
He :     "Je  vous  aime  beaucoup." 
She :     "Et  je  vous  aime  aussi." 

If  They  Do  Not  Leave  School  Too  Soon 
Al  Steele  (on  visit  to  Phi  Epp  House  during  rush- 
ing) :  "Well,  boys,  if  you  have  any  men  you  can  not 
get  a  favorable  vote  on,  send  them  over.     We  can 
make  Sigma  Nus  out  of  anybody." 
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MY  MARINELLO  MAID 


\j;^  <^s.j.^- 


Cosmetic  lore,  and  boudoir  secrets  cryptic, 

And  marcel  waves,  have  helped  her  beauty  grow. 

But,  O!  I  love  the  flavor  of  her  lipstick — 
You  should  not  ask  me  how  it  is  I  know. 

Her  perfumed  breath,  when'er  I  take  a  sip  quick, 
I  like — the  poudre's  odour  on  her  cheek — 

But,  O!  I  LOVE  the  flavor  of  her  lipstick — 
Don't  ask  me  how  I  know  whereof  1  speak. 

No  medic  aid,  or  application  styptic. 

For  healing  heart  wounds  from  which  droplets  flow. 
Can  equal  that  sweet  flavor  of  her  lipstick — 

You  must  not  ask  me  how  I've  come  to  know. 

—Hill  Billy. 


Remember,  Men — 
A    FORD    with    a    ROLLS-ROYCE 
doesn't  fool  anyone  but  the  owner. 


hood 


Inquiring  Frosh :  "Have  Woodrow  Wilson, 
Clemenceau  and  the  rest  of  the  statesmen  any- 
thing to  do  with  middle- west  football?" 

Sophie  :     "Of  course  not." 

L  F. :  "Why  then,  how  can  you  explain  in  the 
article  I  saw  in  the  newspaper  about  the  Big  Ten 
at  the  Conference  ?" 

Biff! 

Psychology  Prof,  {trying  to  show  the  differ- 
ence betrveen  animate  and  inanimate)  :  "Don't 
you  see?  What  is  the  difference  between  my 
head  and  this  wooden  desk?" 

Voice  from  the  Rear :     "Not  much." 

Alpha:  Did  you  notice  the  list  of  people  in 
yesterday's  "Trib"  who  aren't  going  to  ride  in 
Yellow  cabs  any  more? 

Omega  :     No,  where  ? 

Alpha :     The  death  column. 

Two  little  niggers 
On  a  bridge  a-sittin' — 
Two  little  dice 
Jumpin'  and  a-skippin' — 
Two  little  holes, 
Dice  start  a-slippin' — 
PARADISE  LOST! 


vrhu  Fro5h  are  wa^rnGcJ — ^norrofODS  ot  foofb^ll  Q^mes 


^^S(T5o5•m^,r)■5K- 
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so  HELP  ME  REGISTER 

Continued  from  Page  5 

"Ha  !  ha  !"  I  retittered  with  doubly  tremendous 
glee.  "Tee-hee,  tee-hee,"  and  I  playfully  heaved  a 
boulder  at  a  passing  co-ed,  striking  the  coy  thing 
on  both  visible  knees.  I  was  just  getting  into 
the  spirit  of  the  thing.  '"Push  and  ye  shall  be 
pushed;  shove  and  we  shove  again."  (Kerr, 
Op.  I.) 

I  finally  found  where  my  adviser  was  hiding, 
under  an  assumed  name,  behind  a  barricade  of 
broken  barrels  'way  up  in  the  clock  tower,  and  I 
finally  eked  out  a  signature  from  the  playful  old 
fossil.  He  generously  recommended  such  sciences 
as  "Y  is  the  Fourth  of  July,"  the  "Digestive 
Organs  of  the  Shoestring,"  the  "Value  of 
Nothing,"  etc.,  but  I  declined  with  pleasure. 

Once  again  I  regained  my  youth  temporarily 
and  merrily  gamboled  down  the  green,  shooing 
the  wild  onions  hither  and  yon  to  the  right  and 
left  and  arrearward.  It  was  a  tearful  sight.  But 
then,  oh  joy,  oh  bliss,  oh  unrefined  bliss !  Only 
one  more  line  and  then  I  would  be  through.  Un- 
thinkable !  Only  to  stand  in  line  a  few  days  more 
to  receive  my  final  insult,  my  bill  for  over  a 
hundred  dollars.  As  if  they  really  thought  that 
I  was  worth  that  much ! 

I  had  already  anticipated  this  prolonged  pleas- 
ure, and  so  the  bed  I  had  ordered  made  up  was 
standing  in  line  with  the  driver  behind  it.  Also 
much  mail  which  I  had  ordered  forwarded  had 
arrived,  so  I  quickly  retired  to  billowy  breakers 
of  my  Morpheus  touring  car,  and  I  and  my  slave 
progressed  slowly  in  our  pilgrimmage  toward  the 
end  of  registration  and  of  life,  if  they  didn't 
hurry  up. 

When  we  hove  in  sight  of  the  door,  I   sent 


some  laundry  ahead  which  I  received  upon  arrival 
a  few  days  later.  At  the  first  landing  we  cele- 
brated my  dog's  birthday,  and  by  the  time  we 
arrived  at  the  second  landing,  word  reached  us 
from  the  outside  world  that  the  requirements 
for  a  degree  had  so  changed  style  that  my  well 
nigh  completed  registration  was  well  nigh 
obsolete. 

But  obstacles  could  no  longer  dishearten  me ; 
so  my  faithful  galley  slave  and  I  reoutfitted  our 
vehicle  with  a  new  set  of  puncture-proof  casters 
and  proceeded  to  make  the  last  lap  of  this 
frenzied  stampede  for  a  few  golden  nuggets  of 
knowledge  which  might  roll  in  our  path  from 
mountains  of  books  and  ridges  of  professors' 
mahogany  rimmed  glimpsicles. 

However,  by  the  time  I  had  arrived,  I  for- 
tunately found  the  style  in  requirements  had 
again  reverted  to  the  times  when  I  first  started 
to  register,  and  so  I  was  all  right.  I  cast  aside 
the  by-now-decrepid  old  bed,  paid  off  my  faith- 
ful follower,  and  proceeded  to  go  to  class  the 
next  day  only  to  discover  that  it  had  taken  me  so 
long  to  register  that  I  was  already  overcut  in 
all  my  classes  so  that  said  registration  had  been 
cancelled  before  it  had  actually  been  accomp- 
lished.   Shades  of  Machiavelli ! 

In  my  extreme  wrath  I  tore  up  the  campus 
fence  and  made  it  into  picture  wire,  for  pictures 
of  small  size.  And  now  I  am  going  to  begin  to 
register  for  my  second  son,  though  I  have  as  yet 
no  family,  for  I  do  not  wish  him  to  miss  the  dis- 
advantages of  an  education  as  I  fortunately  had. 
And  may  I  also  suggest  purple  service  stripes  to 
be  worn  on  the  instep  of  the  left  foot,  one  for 
each  pair  of  shoes  that  died  in  service  for  the 
cavise.    I  think  I'd  have  a  dozen.  the  end 


CO-ED  WATCHING  FOOTBALL  GAME 
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WHAT    TO    SEE    AND    WHAT    NOT 


By  Bob  Pershall 


EDDIE  CANTOR  IN 
"THE  MIDNIGHT  ROUNDERS" 

IT  MIGHT  be  worth  while  for  those  who 
have  never  seen  Eddie  Cantor  and  who  have 
never  sampled  his  particular  brand  of  kosher 
comedy  to  saunter  into  the  Shubert  Garrick 
theater  some  evening  and  to  take  note  of  what 
transpires  therein.  Otherwise  I  don't  believe  I'd 
bother. 

"The  Midnight  Rounders"  would  probably  be 
called  a  revue,  altho  it  struck  me  as  being  nearer 
a  somewhat  elaborate  vaudeville  entertainment. 
Aside  from  a  few  high  spots  which  are  made 
possible  by  Mr.  Cantor's  rendition  of  such  classics 
as  "Ma,"  "I'm  Nobody's  Baby"  and  "Bimini 
Bay,"  there  really  isn't  a  great  deal  in  the  thing 
to  interest  the  average  collegiate  layman.  Cantor 
IS  funny,  but  to  my  mind,  at  least,  it  appears 
that  he  needs  a  change  of  venue.  He  shouldn't 
expect  to  get  by  forever  on  the  same  funniness 
that  he  has  used  for  years.  That  is  why  I  say 
that  if  you  have  ever  seen  the  man  in  action  there 
isn't  much  use  in  paying  good  money  for  a  look 
at  "The  Midnight  Rounders." 

We  all  remember  the  osteopath  scene  in  the 
"Follies"  of  year  before  last  in  which  Cantor, 
as  a  simple,  home-loving  Jewish  boy,  was  mauled 
and  maltreated  by  a  vigorous  bone  doctor.  That 
was  so  funny  that  audiences  often  went  into 
hysterics  and  pulled  up  theater  seats  by  the  roots. 
It  was  a  riot.  The  very  same  thing  is  repeated 
in  this  show,  same  Jewish  boy,  same  jokes,  same 
rough  treatment  by  the  same  rough  doctor.  I 
chortled  in  glee  both  times  but  inwardly  I  dis- 
liked the  idea  of  being  sold  second-hand  goods. 
In  other  words  I  expected  more  of  Eddie. 

The  best  bet  in  the  show,  I  suppose,  is  the  scene 
in  the  Jewish  clothing  store  where  Cantor  tries 
to  sell  a  Civil  War  uniform  to  a  man  who  wants 
a  golf  suit.  That  is  about  as  yiddishly  comical  as 
anything  I  have  seen. 

And  now,  another  thing — "The  Midnight 
Rounders"  is  an  excellent  show  to  take  a  stag 
party  to,  but  if  you  are  looking  for  some  place 
to  take  your  home-town  girl  and  her  mother 
after  Christian  Endeavor — lay  ofif,  Macduff. 


FRED  STONE  IN  "TIP  TOP" 

IF  YOU  want  to  be  gaily  amused,  if  you  want 
to  hear  some  pretty  girls  sing  some  pretty 
tunes,  if  you  want  to  see  some  extraordinary 
dancing,  if  you  want  to  be  kidded  by  America's 
most  accomplished  buffoon,  then  by  all  means  go 
to  see  Fred  Stone  in  "Tip  Top"  at  the  Colonial. 
But  Fred  Stone  never  had  a  poor  show. 
Harken  back  to  "The  Red  Mill,"  to  "The  Wizard 
of  Oz,"  to  "Chin  Chin,"  or  to  "Jack-o-Lantern." 
Those  were  all  good  shows  and  all  were  what  is 
known  to  the  ail-American  theater-going  public 
as  "fredstoneshows."  Those  productions  have 
become  as  much  a  part  of  the  American  common- 
wealth as  the  Federal  Reserve  Bank  or  Bevo. 

I'm  afraid  I  don't  agree  with  the  advertisement 
which  states  that  "Tip  Top"  is  the  best  of  the 
"fredstoneshows".  That  may  or  may  not  be, 
according  to  our  opinions.  But  I  am  firmly  con- 
vinced that  the  evening's  amusement  was  thoroly 
worth  the  price  I  paid  for  my  seat,  and  that  the 
show  is  by  far  the  best  of  all  the  music-and- 
hokum  pieces  in  Chicago  at  the  present  time. 

The  plot  is,  of  course,  all  nonsense.  There  is 
absolutely  nothing  to  it;  but  why  spoil  a  good 
bunch  of  tomfoolery  with  a  plot.  The  story  is 
something  about  a  fellow  who  falls  in  love,  is 
kicked  out  by  her  father,  runs  away,  inherits  a 
million,  is  caught  by  his  rough-riding  pal,  and  is 
married.  But  that  is  neither  here  nor  there  as 
regards  the  quality  of  the  show.  The  large 
excitement  has  to  do  with  this  rough-riding  pal 
who  is  known  in  the  plot  as  Tipton  Topping  (Tip 
Top  for  short)  and  off  the  stage  as  Frederic 
Stone. 

The  boy  is  a  wonder.  Altho  not  quite  so  agile 
as  in  former  years,  Freddy  is  still  the  world's 
best  trick  dancer,  funny  song  singer  and  musical 
comedy  harlequin.  He  romps  thru  the  eight 
scenes  of  this  extravaganza,  perhaps  not  as 
gymnastically,  but  quite  as  vivaciously  as  ever. 
There  is  never  a  lull  in  his  merrymaking — he 
keeps  it  up  thruout,  singing,  dancing,  throwing 
his  lariat,  shooting  his  rifle  at  apples  on  folks' 
heads  and  gurgling  that  inimitable  squeak  of  his. 

Continued  on  Page  20 
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ALL  THE  WORLD  IS  A  STAGE 

Continued  from  Page  11 

self  to  the  scene  of  such  unusual  behavior  and 
his  eyes  met  a  sight  which  almost  deprived  him 
of  speech. 

From  a  most  human  resemblance  on  sepia, 
smiled  the  beautiful  Jacqueline,  not  the  child-like 
girl  as  represented  in  the  many  photographs  in 
Ronald's  keeping,  but  a  "full-blown"  rose,  as 
Jack  expressed  it.  The  soft  brown  eyes  mirrored 
at  once  mirth  and  sorrow.  The  firm,  bow-like  lips 
drew  from  Jack  the  remark  that  it  was  a  Mona 
Lisa  smile.  The  hair  formed  a  curling  frame 
for  the  smooth,  pretty  face.  In  a  word,  it  was 
a  charming  picture. 

"Ah,"  said  Jack,  with  appreciativeness,  "she's 
a  beauty.  Just  the  sort  of  a  girl  I  could  lose  my 
heart  and  head  over,  if  I  haven't  already." 

"Where  are  you  going,"  questioned  Jack,  non- 
plussed at  the  array  of  luggage.  "Your  little 
sheepskin  is  yet  to  be  had,  and  here  it  is  a  week 
before  graduation  day  and  you  give  all  the 
appearances  of  a  final  departure." 

"Just  for  a  day  or  so,"  replied  Ronald.  "I  want 
to  run  down  to  the  old  home  before  Dad  leaves, 
and  I  thought  that  as  long  as  I  am  going  I  might 
as  well  take  the  greater  part  of  my  things  with 
me  now.  By  the  way,  get  your  baggage  ready 
and  let  it  go  with  mine.  We  are  going  to  have  a 
wonderful  time  while  you  are  with  us,  but  I  wish 
you  could  extend  your  visit  for  more  than  a  mere 
ten  days.  Jacqueline  is  already  at  home.  Dad  is 
leaving  shortly,  as  I  believe  I  told  you,  but  Aunt 
Jane  will  be  there  to  officiate,  and  we  shall  have 
a  good  time." 

Jack's  face  grew  serious. 

"Ronald,"  he  said  slowly,  "I  am  hopelessly, 
desperately  and  miserably  in  love." 

"Well,  I'll  say,  that's  unusual  for  you.  Some- 
how I  fancied  that  maybe  you  were  immune,  but 
as  the  old  saying  is  that  they  fall  sooner  or  later, 
but  the  fall  is  inevitable.  That  won't  prevent 
your  going  home  with  me  after  graduation?" 

"No." 

"Then  what  in  the  world  can  I  do  ?" 

"Nothing  but  look  your  most  disgusted  look 
and  swear." 

Ronald  turned  in  pained  surprise. 

"Ron,  I  can't  help  it.    It's  your  sister." 


Ronald  turned  and  gazed  searchingly  into 
Jack's  eyes.  He  was  shocked.  He  had  insisted 
upon  his  room-mate's  visiting  him  for  a  while ; 
that  he  would  meet  his  sister  was  to  be  expected, 
but  that  he  would  develop  an  affection  for  her 
had  scarcely  been  anticipated.  His  father's 
remonstrances,  his  promises,  seemed  futile  and 
finding  no  objections  whatever  to  Jack,  he  was 
more  at  loss  as  to  what  course  to  pursue. 

On  the  train  that  evening,  he  pondered  over 
the  facts  carefully.  It  would  be  impossible  to 
send  Jacqueline  away,  and  there  was  no  tactful 
manner  in  which  to  stop  Jack  from  coming.  Yet 
things  might  prove  to  be  better  than  they  seemed. 
After  all,  he  was  borrowing  trouble,  he  concluded. 

The  last  farewell  had  been  said  and  Mr.  Page 
had  disappeared  with  the  departing  throng. 
Ronald's  heart  was  heavy  and  two  great  tears 
glittered  in  Jacqueline's  bright  eyes. 

"Never  mind.  Pet,  Dad  will  be  home  again 
soon,  and  in  the  meantime  we  shall  make  our- 
selves gay  and  try  to  forget  our  lonely  feelings," 
consoled  the  brother. 

They  were  whirled  home  in  the  family  car,  two 
very  dejected  and  solemn  young  people. 

As  they  approached  the  grand,  old  mansion, 
half -concealed  by  the  great  trees,  and  surrounded 
by  cultivated  orchards  and  shady  nooks,  Jacque- 
line sighed. 

"Dear  me,  what  shall  we  do !  It  will  be  quite 
dull  here  after  being  all  winter  with  the  crowd ; 
and  let  me  tell  you,  it  is  going  to  be  hard  to  settle 
down  'way  out  here  with  Nature  and  Aunt  Jane. 
Thank  goodness  you  didn't  decide  to  go  some- 
where and  leave  me  all  alone  to  her  tender 
mercies,  for  I  fear  that  she  will  be  rather  severe, 
and  I  do  feel  so  wild  and  athirst  for  excitement 
and  pleasure." 

Suddenly  her  face  brightened. 

"But  what  about  Jack?  Don't  tell  me  that  he 
has  postponed  his  visit.  He,  at  least,  will  afford 
some  diversion.  His  letters  are  clever  and  his 
picture ." 

Ronald  waited  in  agonizing  suspense. 

"Would  thrill  the  heart  of  any  human  maid. 
Do  you  know,"  she  confided,  in  a  whisper,  "I 
believe  that  I  could  like  him — even  love  him. 
Sort  of  like  the  Japs  who  chose  their  picture 
brides,  or  should  I  say  affinities,  you  know.    And 
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he  has  such  a  manly  face.  His  hair  must  be 
brown  and  his  eyes  liquid  amber. 

Ronald  remained  unresponsive. 

"How  long  does  he  intend  to  stay  with  us?" 

"Oh,  I  believe  he  expects  to  be  here  a  week, 
then  he  leaves  for  some  point  in  the  West.  I 
think  those  are  his  plans." 

The  subject  of  Jack  was  discontinued,  but 
Jacqueline  could  not  abandon  the  thought  from 
her  mind. 

"I  would  rather  you  would  not  go  with  me  to 
the  station.  It  will  be  a  dusty,  useless  ride,  and 
out  here  it  will  be  cool  and  pleasant.  Expect 
Jack  and  me,  well — I'll  write  you  a  card." 

Ronald  had  been  smiling,  but  now  his  face 
assume  sobriety,  as  though  he  were  on  the  verge 
of  expounding  a  well-considered  fact. 

He  drew  Jacqueline  to  him. 

"Jack,  I've  something  to  tell  you,  something 
I've  been  keeping  from  you,  well,  because  there 
never  was  any  use  until  now  to  tell  you.  It  is 
about  Jack.  He  is  a  good  boy,  a  perfect  gentle- 
man, but  he  is  deaf,  not  totally,  though." 

"Oh,"  ejaculated  his  sister.  "I  knew  that  he 
couldn't  be  perfect  and  if  it's  nothing  worse  than 
that,  why,  he's  all  right." 

There  was  a  pause. 

"Ron,  why  didn't  you  tell  me  this  before?" 

"There  was  no  occasion,  dear,  that  is  why." 

When  the  car  was  out  of  sight,  she  settled  her- 
self on  the  moss-covered  seat  and  considered  her 
plight. 

"Way  out  here,"  she  soliloquized,  "can't  attend 
Ron's  graduation  on  account  of  Aunt  Jane,  to 
make  things  worse  Dad  is  called  away — and  worst 
of  all,  Jack  is  half  deaf.  Not  much  of  a  vacation 
to  look  forward  to  and  one  does  expect  so  much 
during  one's  graduation  summer,  but  I  shall 
anticipate  the  trip  abroad  with  Dad  this  winter. 
France,  the  Mediterranean,  Dad  and  Ron!  Not 
so  bad,  after  all.    It  could  be  worse." 
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Ronald  and  Jack  had  boarded  the  accomoda- 
tion which  wound  its  black  length  through  the 
wooded  hills  and  verdant  valleys,  now  descending 
into  shady  ravines,  now  coming  out  into  the  glar- 
ing sunshine.  Jack  sat  next  to  the  window,  his 
firm  chin  resting  in  his  upturned  palm,  a  picture 
of  soberness  and  deep  thought. 

Turning  suddenly,  he  addressed  Ronald. 

"Old  dear,  we  have  passed  one  great  milestone, 
and  do  you  know,  there  is  a  little,  oh,  a  very  faint 
sense  of  loneliness  at  leaving  those  boys.  We  have 
some  good  friends  among  them,  but  there  is  al- 
ways something  to  be  thankful  for.    I  have  you." 

He  pressed  his  former  room-mate's  fingers 
within  his  own  impulsively. 

"I  have  health,  an  education,  a  prospect  of 
something  to  do  in  the  world,  a  good  family,  and 
I  would  be  a  brute  not  to  be  thankful  for  all  that, 
but  in  me  there  is  a  vague  longing  for  something 
that  I  haven't." 

"There  will  always  be  that  restless  feeling; 
only  the  most  ignorant  people  are  happy.  They 
have  no  incentive,  no  initiative,  no  thought  beyond 
the  hour  in  which  they  live.  It  is  far  different 
with  you  and  with  me.  We  have  ambition,  there 
is  always  something  to  strive  for." 

As  the  hours  passed.  Jack,  who  had  been  more 
or  less  under  a  nervous  strain  from  the  rigors  of 
graduation  exercises,  stretched  his  limbs  and  pre- 
pared for  a  nap,  but  Ronald,  remembering  his 
revelation,  nudged  him. 

"Can't  you  let  a  fellow  sleep?" 

"When  I  have  told  you  a  certain  thing,  you 
may  sleep  until  we  get  home.  It  concerns 
Jacqueline." 

Jack  needed  no  greater  stimulus,  and  sat  at 
military  attention. 


Not  How  Cheap,  But  How  Good 

University  Drug  Store 

Cunningham's  North  Shore  Ice  Cream 
Noyes  and  "L"  — Brick  and  Bulk 


Northwestern  Grocery  and  Market 
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North  Shore 
Bootery 


NORTH  SHORE  HOTEL 
Davis  St.  and  Chicago  Ave. 
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Telephone  Evanston  6757 


"I  suppose  I  should  have  told  you  this  before, 
but  there  was  never  an  occasion.  While  Jacque- 
line is  as  beautiful  as  her  photographs  indicate, 
and  if  possible,  even  more  so,  and  has  the  kindest 
and  most  lovable  disposition,  and  the  most  win- 
ning ways " 

"Don't  tell  me  that  she  is  engaged,  or  I  shall 
return  on  the  next  train." 

"No,  don't  worry  on  that  score.  You  do  not 
know  Jacqueline,  and  besides,  she  is  too  young  to 
contemplate  matrimony." 

In  his  mind,  he  knew  that  the  meeting  of  Jac- 
queline and  Jack  would  be  fatal,  or  that  it  would 
end  in  a  love  affair,  and  yet  he  could  not  actually 
convince  himself  of  such.  Had  not  each  of  them 
been  fascinated  with  the  other's  picture?  What 
V  ruld  a  companionship  of  a  week  or  ten  days 
bring  forth? 

"I  shall  tell  you  without  further  parley.  Jac- 
queline's hearing  is  defective." 

TO   BE  CONTINUED 
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The  Student's  Favorite 
Delicatessen  Shop 

Sandwiches     Ice  Cream     Candies      Fruit 

We  deliver  until  10  p.  m.     Call  us  up — Phone  4112 
1850  Sherman  Avenue  At  University  Place 


A  real  place  to  eat  \A/here 
only  quality  is  considered 

You  will  meet  many  of  your  friends  at 

THE  COLLEGE  INN 

832  FOSTEK  STKEET 


IRclson  ISrotbers  Saundrj^ 
Company 
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EVANSTON 

PHONE    422-112 
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LAUNDERERS     DRY  CLEANERS 
CLEAN  LINEN  SUPPLY 


Going  to  the  Dogs 

Visitor:  What  does  the  Dean  do  here  every 
morning  ? 

Frosh :  Oh,  he  gets  up  in  chapel,  looks  over 
the  student  body,  and  prays  for  the  school. 

—Lehigh  Burr. 

At  Willard— About  Ten-Thirty 

Hitter:  If  I  kiss  you  this  once,  will  you 
promise  never  to  ask  me  again  ? 

Misser:  Certainly,  dear,  if  you  consider  it 
unnecessary. — Ex. 

When  a  man's  in  love  there  is  only  one  thing 
he  can  not  understand :     The  girl. — Malteaser. 

I'll  Tell  the  World 

"Say,  Mary,  can  Marie  keep  a  secret  ?" 
"Yes,  but  it  would  be  just  like  her  to  tell  some- 
one who  couldn't.  — Orange  Peel. 


HOT   DOG! 

GOOD  EATS 

Pete's  Wagon 
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J.  O.  Moehring 

Staple  and  Fancy  Groceries 

Phone  1221 
817  Noyes  Street 

WE   DELIVER    PROMPTLY 


It  matters  not  how  skilled  you  are, 

Or  how  fully  you're  alert! 

There's  one  thing  you  can't  do  these  days ; 

That  is,  step  on  a  lady's  skirt. — Orange  Peel. 

The  Greenest  Frosh 

Frosh :  What's  the  matter  with  the  Prof's 
eyes? 

Soph :     Nothing,  as  far  as  I  know. 

Frosh:  Well,  I  had  to  go  and  see  him  this 
morning,  and  he  asked  me  twice  where  my  hat 
was,  and  it  was  on  my  head  all  the  time. 

— San  Mateo  Elm. 

"Love,  you  are  the  light  of  my  heart,"  said  she, 

As  she  fondly  kissed  him  goodnight. 

Then  said  her  mama 

From  the  top  of  the  stairs, 

"Daughter,  put  out  the  light." — Orange  Peel. 

Oh,  Slush 

Fair  Lady  (in  the  music  store)  :  Say,  mister, 
have  you  "Baby  Dreams?" 

Kute  Klerk :     No,  but  I  have  winning  ways. 

— Burr. 

There  are  two  ways  to  win  a  woman.  One  is 
to  spend  money  on  her.    So  is  the  other. 

— Malteaser. 


Hamburger 


Hot  Dog 


John's  Wagon 

on  the  Campus  for  the  last  12  years 


Everything  That's  Good  to  Eat 
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FRED  STONE  IN  "TIP  TOP" 

Continued  from  Page  16 

I'm  not  sure  whether  Stone  was  funnier  when 
he  rolled  down  a  flight  of  stairs  with  a  barrel, 
landing  at  the  bottom  inside  of  it,  or  when  he 
appeared  dressed  as  a  porter  and  sang  "I  Wanna 
Lilly."  Forever  that  shall  be  a  question  in  my 
mind. 

Then,  of  course,  there  are  the  Duncan  Sisters. 
They  are  worth  your  time  and  trouble  anywhere 
you  put  them.  Singing  and  talking  baby-talk  are 
their  specialties  and  they  dress  accordingly,  pre- 
senting the  only  bare  knees  in  the  show. 

In  between  times  the  far-famed  Brown  Brothers 
fill  in  with  a  few  well-chosen  toots  on  their  six 
saxes.  Such  music  as  they  turn  out  would  make 
Beethoven  get  a  job  driving  a  hack. 

All  in  all,  I  should  say  that  "Tip  Top"  as  an 
evening's  diversion  is  a  huge  success.  And,  by 
the  way,  if  your  mother  comes  to  town,  she'd 
like  it.     Get  me  ? 


Virginia  Reel  Says — 

That  somebody  ought  to  invent  soap  with  a 
handle  on  it. 


'24 
'23 
'24 


Taking  anything  hard  this  year? 

Yes,  Phil.  1. 

Fill  another. — Lampoon. 


Irate  Passenger :  Why  don't  you  put  your 
foot  where  it  belongs  ? 

Tough  Guy:  If  I  did  you  wouldn't  be  able  to 
sit  down  for  a  week. — Jester. 

Nobody  Home 

The  professor  was  engaged  in  a  knotty  prob- 
lem when  his  study  door  was  opened  by  a  servant 
who  announced : 

"A  little  stranger  has  arrived,  sir." 

"Eh?" 

"It's  a  little  boy." 

"Little  boy?    Well,  ask  him  what  he  wants." 

— Wampus. 

"My  boy,  what  do  you  expect  to  be  when  you 
get  out  of  college?" 

"An  old  man,  father."     (So  do  we). — Banter. 

Hot:  I  had  a  terrible  dream  last  night.  I 
dreamt  that  I  was  dead,  and  what  do  you  suppose 
woke  me  up  ? 

Dog:  Haven't  the  slightest  idea — unless  it 
was  the  heat. — Jester. 
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Ignorance  Is  Bliss 

Prof  :  Why  did  America  lose  so  much  time  in 
entering  the  war  ? 

Senior  (Coming  to  suddenly)  :  Not  prepared, 
sir. 

Prof :     Kxactly.— Gargoyle. 
— o — 
I  Can  See  Through  It 

Izzy :  Where  did  you  get  the  new  window 
blind,  eh  ? 

Ainty :  Ah  !  My  customers  gave  it  to  me,  my 
friend. 

Izzy :  But  mine  never  gave  me  nodding.  How 
did  you  do  it? 

Ainty:  Veil,  you  see,  I  put  a  collection  box 
in  front  of  the  store  with  a  sign,  "For  the  Blind." 

— Virginia  Reel. 

Too  True 

In  the  olden  days  the  girls  used  to  roll  up  their 
sleeves  and  sail  into  the  kitchen.  Now  they  roll 
down  their  stockings  and  sail  to  the  dances. 

g — Sahertooth. 

"I'm  so  nervous.  How  can  I  cut  my  nails  with- 
out cutting  my  fingers  ?" 

"Hold  the  scissors  with  both  hands." 

— Chaparral. 


North  Shore 
Hotel 

Chicago  Avenue  and  Davis  Street 


Cafe  and  Coffee  Shop 

BEST     OF    FOODS 
EXCELLENT  COFFEE 


Open  7  a.  m.  to  8  p.  tn. 


Prices  on 

STETSON  HATS 

for  FALL 

averaging 

25%  lower 

than  last  year 


No  one  questions  the 
taste  of  the  chap  who 
sports  a  Stetson.  Abso- 
lute style  in  every  line. 

Just  as  much  a  part  of 
the  smart  college  outfit 
as  pep  and  enthusiasm 
is  a  part  of  campus  life. 


Stetson  Style 

Stetson  duality 

Stetson  Money's  Worth 

The  same  today  as  for 

56  years  assured 

by  the 

Stetson  Huality  Mark 

in  Every  Hat 


STETSON  HATS 

John  B.  Stetson  Company,  Philadelphia 


"How  does  Jack  happen  to  have  so  much  money 
lately  ?" 

"Loved  and  lost." — Frivol. 

— o — 
At  the  phone  :     Hello,  hello,  who  is  this  ? 
Other  voice  :     How  in  hell  do  I  know  ?    I  can't 
see  you. — Siren. 

— o — 
Good  Bye,  Ladies 
I  kicked  a  skunk  as  he  went  by. 
The  skunk  was  incensed — so  was  I. — Ex. 

— o — 
"Mother,  I  was  watching  sister  and  her  feller 
last  night  and  he  didn't  kiss  her.     Mother,  why 
didn't  he  kiss  her  ?" 

"For  goodness  sake,  Ethel !" 
"Oh !"  _o_ 

Good  Riddance 
"Well,  Margaret  is  engaged." 
"Who's  the  happy  man?" 
"Her  iiLthcr."— Jester. 

— o — 
Parlez :     A   rolling  stone  gathers  no  moss. 
Vous :     'j.es,  but  rolling  hosiery  gathers  a  lot 
of  mossbacks. — Phoenix. 
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X. 


DU  BREUIL'S 

620  DAVIS  STREET 

Just  as  everyone  says: 
'The   place  we  have   been  looking  for." 

"Daylight  Kitchen" 

BREAKFAST  LUNCHEON  DINNER 

Stop  and  see  "Bill" 


ANNOUNCING 

the  addition  of  unique  hand  wrought 

fraternity  jewelry  to  our  usual 

line  of  novelties 

Special  Orders         Moderate  Prices 

The  Tre-0  Shop 


1570  Sherman  Avenue 


Phone  95 


He:     May  I  kiss  your  hand? 

She  (lifting  veil)  :     My  gloves  are  on. 

— Record. 

Absolutely 

Mean :  They  say  Jones  puts  every  cent  he 
earns  on  his  wife's  back. 

You :     Business  must  be  pretty  rotten. 

— o —  — Juggler. 

Let  Him  Out 

I  used  to  call 

Upon  a  maiden 

Who  wore  a 

Two  ; 

Her  father  wore  a  num- 
ber ten;  I'll 

Never  call 

On  her 

Again 

Period.  — Chaparral. 

Brute 

Her :  And  did  you  really  miss  me  so  much  all 
summer  ? 

Him :  Did  I  ?  Every  time  I  kissed  another 
girl,  I  wished  it  was  you. — Malteaser. 


GAIRING    FINE  ARTS 


PICTURES     ::    FRAMES 


MIRRORS 


Complete  line  oi  Christmas  and  General  Cards 
1613  Omngton  Avenue 


Northwestern  Shoe  Repair  Shop 

We  make  them  look  like  new  ones 

Phone  Evanston  1555 

JOE  ST.  GEORGE  &  SON 

1854  Sherman  Ave.,  Evanston 


''Gee,  it's  a  tough  lot  of  Frosh  that  are  coming 
here  this  year.  Most  of  them  only  have  54  pieces 
of  baggage." 

"Only  54." 

"That's  what  I  said.  Two  pairs  of  socks  and 
a  deck  of  cards." — Malteaser. 

Two  Is  a  Crowd 

Bill :     I  certainly  did  wrong  to  tell  my  girl  that 
I  admired  her  chin. 
Sill :     How  come  ? 
Bill :     She  started  raising  another  one. 

— Gargoyle. 

Dumb  :     "Will  you  marry  me  ?" 
Belle:     "You    are    so    dead,    I'd    only    be    a 
widow." — Orange  Peel. 

Giddap,  Pony 

"Did  you  know  that  Fredie  talks  in  his  sleep  ?" 

"No.    Does  he?" 

"Well,    it's    true.      He    recited    in    class    this 

morning." — Phoenix. 

— 0 — 
Life  Is  But  a  Stage 

A  girl,  a  quarrel,  a  room,  some  gas. 

A  hearse,  a  funeral,  a  hole,  some  grass. 

— Orange  Peel. 


Should  A  Student  Have  a 
Checking  Account? 

YES.     If  you  wish  to  handle  your  money  effici- 
ently and  wisely. 

You   can   pay  your   bills   more   conveniently  and 
safely  by  check. 

You  can  keep  track  of  your  expenditures  by  filling 
out  all  check  stubs. 

Your    cancelled   checks   are    a    legal    receipt    for 
money  paid. 

You  do  not  stand  the  risk  of  loss  by  keeping  cur- 
rency in  your  rooms  or  pockets. 

Your  Account  la  Welome  at  the 

State    Bank   and  Trust    Company 

Davis  and  Orrington  Avenue 
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The  other  night  while  going  home 

Somewhat  later  than  usual 

I  was  waylaid 

By  a  masked  marauder 

Who  massaged  my  ribs 

With  a  Colt  .38  ' 

And  asked  me  very  politely 

For  my  cash 

But  when  I  told  him  that 

I  had  been  out 

With  a  co-ed 

He  handed  be  a  five  dollar  bill 

And  passed  on  silently. — Gargoyle. 

A  Football  Star? 
Co  :     He  was  scandalous !    He  tried  to  put  his 
arm  around  me  five  times. 
Ed  :     Some  arm  ! — Widozv. 

Watch  Out! 

Ho :     Is  that  a  second  hand  watch  ? 
Bo :     It  was,  but  I  broke  the  fool  thing  off  this 
morning. — Widoiv. 

Sport :    What  makes  the  red  spot  on  your  nose  ? 

Grind :     Glasses. 

Sport:     Glasses  of  what? — P^oo  Doo. 

Gangway 
Ruth  rode  in  my  new  cycle  car, 

On  the  seat  in  back  of  me ; 
I  took  a  bump  at  fifty-five. 

And  drove  on  Ruthlessly. — Record. 

"Mother !  I  learned  that  our  Sunday  school 
teacher  doesn't  take  baths." 

"Johnny!    What  do  you  mean?" 

"She  said  that  she  never  did  anything  in  private 
the  she  wouldn't  do  in  public." — Gargoyle. 

Like  Our  Team? 

Pretty  Thing  (to  football  tryout)  :  "In  what 
position  do  you  play  ?" 

Feetballer  (blushing)  :     "Bent  over." 

— o —  — Gargoyle. 

Guilty! 

"Have  you  ever  been  married?"  asked  the 
judge. 

"Ye-es,"  stammered  the  prisoner. 

"To  whom?" 

"A  woman,  sir,"  answered  the  guilty  one. 

"Of  course  it  was  a  woman,"  snapped  the 
judge.  "Did  you  ever  hear  of  anyone  marrying 
a  man?" 

"Yes,  sir,"  said  the  prisoner,  brightening.  "My 
sister  did." — Gargoyle. 


BREVOORnp 
HOTEL  J. 


REVOOR' 

HOTEL 

RESTAU  RANT 


TWO    FAMOUS   SPECIALTIES: 

WHOLE  BROILED 
BABY   LOBSTER 

—  75c  — 

BREAST   OF 
GUINEA  HEN 

—  75c  — 


ON  THE  MENU  EVERY  NOON  AND 
NIGHT,    INCLUDING    SUNDAYS 

Special  Moderate-Price  After-Theater  Menu. 


F.-WORED  by  alumni  of  both  North- 
western and  Chicago  Universities — 
thirty  to  forty  alumni  foregather  there 
for  luncheon  every  Tuesday.  In  addition, 
Brevoort  Hotel  has  been  the  recipient  of 
many  courtesies  of  patronage  from 
fraternities. 

The  Brevoort  seeks  to  uphold  worthily 
the  best  traditions  of  American  hotels 
famed  for  hospitality,  and  its  environ- 
ment has  always  been  and  always  will  be 
worthy  of  the  full  confidence  of  gentle- 
folk. 

BREVOORT  HOTEL 

Madison  St.,  East  of  La  Salle 
CHICAGO 
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Be  Photographed  at 

EUGENE  L. 

STUDIO 

RAY 

Photographer  for  the  Northwestern  University 

HOYBURN  BUILDING 

PHONE  2238  EVANSTON 

Johnston  R.  Bowman.  Pres.  C.  E.  Peck,  Vice-Pres. 

Robert  A.  Bowman,  Treas.  E.  M.  Bowman,  Sec. 


lomman  iairg  diompang 

PERFECTLY  PASTEURIZED  MILK 
BOTTLED    IN    THE    COUNTRY 


PURE     CREAM     BUTTER 
1922-1928  RIDGE  AVE.,  EVANSTON 

TEL. 
EVANSTON  380 
WILMETTE    55 

COUNTRY  BOTTLING  STATIONS: 

ELBURN,  ILL.  HARVARD,  ILL.  BRISTOL,  WIS. 

CRYSTAL  LAKE,  ILL.  ST.  CHARLES,  ILL.  CLINTON,  WIS. 

HARRINGTON,  ILL.  POPLAR  GROVE.  ILL.  GURNEE,  ILL. 

PALATINE,  ILL.  MOKENA.  ILL.  RINGWOOD,  ILL. 

LONG  GROVE.  ILL. 


YOUR  PHOTOGRAPH  FOR  THE  SYLLABUS 

MAKE  YOUR  APPOINTMENT  EARLY 

JOSEPH  D.  TOLOFF 

STUDIO:     1623  ORRINGTON  AVENUE 

PHONE  2178 
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THE  SYMBOL   OF  QUALITY 


i 


HOME-MADE 

Candies  Ice  Creams 

Lunches 


IVTORTHWESTERTV 

1 1  confectioneryI^ 
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spectacles 


anc 


Eyeglasses 

Made  and  Repaired 
on  the  Premises 


Aimer  Coe  &  Company 

527  DAVIS  STREET 

North  Shore  Hotel  Buildmg-  Plione  6804 


SUNDA Y 

EVENING 

TEA 

At 

THE 

EVANS  TON 
HOTEL 


i 


UNDAY  Evening  Tea  with  a 
coterie  of  friends  is  an  excel- 
lent way  to  banish  that  lonesome 
Sunday  night  feeling.  Why  not 
come  this  Sunday  and  pass  a  few 
pleasant  hours  in  the  home-like 
surroundings  of  the  Evanston 
Hotel. 


0ND   when  planning  this  sea- 
son's  party,  bancjuet  or  cozy. 

come  first  to  the  Evanston  Hotel 
and  inspect  our  facilities  for  the 
proper  execution  of  your  wishes. 

nELL  the  home  folk,  when  they 
come  to  visit,  of  the  Evans- 
ton Hotel,  it's  atmosphere  of  re- 
finement, and  it's  service  —  a 
gathering  place  for  people  of 
culture. 


Dinner  Dance 
Every  Thursday 
Evening.  $1.50 


Concert 
Every  Sunday 
Evening.  6  to  9 


Cbanston  i^otel 

Forest  Avenue  and  Main  Street 
Telephone  Evanston  5000 

L.   H.   FIELD,   Manager 
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The  Wise  Person 

COMBINES 

Stvidy  and  Exercise 

AND  BUYS 

Books  and  Sporting  Goods 

FROM 

CHILDS  &  RAEDER 

Next     to     Hoyburn     Theater 

*'The  Northwestern  Book  Store" 


